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Ground  the  end  of  the  Last  century,  Emma  Goldman  and 
Alexander  Bertmon  were  [overs.  Occasionally  they  would 
Ivave  Ireated  arguments  about  tire  place  of  beauty  In  an 
anarchist's  life.  Goldman  writes  in  her  autobiography : 


beauty 


"Why  should  one  not  love  beauty?"  i  asked; 
"/lowers,  for  instance,  music,  the  theatre  - 
beautiful  things?  " 

Berkman  replied  "T  said  it  was  wrong  to 
spend  money  on  such  things  when  the 
movement  is  so  much  in  need  oj  it.  it  is 
inconsistent  for  an  anarchist  to  enjoy 
luxuries  when  the  people  live  in  poverty." 
"But  beautiful  things  are  not  luxuries,"  i 
insisted;  "they  are  necessities.  Life  would  be 
unbearable  without  them."  IJet,  at  heart,  i 
felt  that  Berkman  was  right.  Revolutionists 
gave  up  even  their  lives  -  why  not  also 
beauty  9 


Tialatesta  writes: 

There  are  two  ways  of  oppressing  people  : 
either  directly  by  brute  force,  by  physical 
violence;  or  indirectly  by  denying  them  the 
means  of  life  and  thus  reducing  them  to  a 
state  of  surrender.  The  former  is  at  the  root  oj 
power,  that  is  of  political  prlvdege;  the  lattei 
was  the  origin  of  property,  that  is  of 
economic  privilege.  People  can  also  be 
supressed  by  working  on  their  intelligence 
and  feelings... 


X  think  X  might  still  be  confused  about  tire  place  of  beauty  in 
life... 


hate  mail 


Dear  Mall: 

Is  there  anything  in  the  mass  art  paper  that  lacks? 
What  is  wrong  with  it?  Anything?  ...not  too  much...  In 
fact  I  think  its  pretty  good,  it  comes  out  nice  and 
regular  like  and  all.  There  aint  no  flexi  disc  inside  or 
nothin  but  thats  okay  for  that  would  take  a  lot  of 
money.  Ill  tell  you  something  though,  the  paper,  the 
readers  of  the  paper  need  dismemberment  and  tight 
fitting  orifices  at  the  virgin  mary  go  round.  Tripping 
over  the  paint  and  paper  that  relinquished  the  birth  of 
the  anti  christ,  hello  yogurt!  And  Im  just  the  guy  who 
knows,  Ive  been  there  several  thousand  times  and  its 
brilliant,  the  dog  when  it  barks  to  knick  the  tree  and  it 
heals  rather  beautifully,  tightly  wrapped  legs  of  lust, 
milking  the  undergarments,  dick  van  dyke's  doorbell, 
you  call  me  and  it  sounds  as  if  skeletons  were  dancing 
with  your  underwear  on.  Its  outrageous,  its  outside  of 
human  contextualization.  texture  of  course  it  comes  to 
mind,  the  computer  told  me  to.  eggs,  the  students  need 
to  be  fed  more  coffee  and  great  cigarettes,  something 
immortal,  immoral  yet  immaculate,  some  more 
drawings  in  the  paper,  more  comix  and  drawings, 
poems,  films,  Cheddar  cheese  thmatos.  toast,  kill  the 
trend  followers,  the  killers  of  culture,  after  all  we 
have  a  responsibility  as  makers  of  culture,  we,  as 
readers  of  the  paper,  and  makers  of  tree  bark  should 
not  avoid  the  dogs  which  bark  for  no  apparent  reason, 
your  vision  is  transparent,  parental  plantings  of  seeds 
which  in  fact  devour  small  childrens  minds,  how  simple 
it  is,  even  life,  shines  like  brillo  pads.  Not  even 
seagulls  know  how  to  cook  an  omlette  without  burning 
it  around  the  sides.  It  all  has  to  do  with  what  kind  of 
cheese  you  eat,  and  whether  or  not  you  find  it  in  the 
sidewalk  cracks,  see  how  simple?  Isnt  it  wonderful?  it 
comes,  it  comes,  and  it  comes,  coming,  and  then  it  ends 
where  it  begans,  begans... 

Jib  Shippment,  Sophomore 
April  13,  1687,  1987,  krackle. 

KM:  OK.  Thank  you. 
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Dear  Hate  Mail: 


Good  luck  with  your  lives. 
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footprints 

One  night,  a  man  had  a  dream.  He  dreamed  he  was 
walking  along  the  beach  with  the  Lord.  Across  the  sky 
flashed  scenes  from  his  life.  For  each  scene,  he  noticed 
two  sets  of  footprints  in  the  sand;  one  belonged  to  him, 
and  the  other  to  the  Lord. 

When  the  last  scene  of  his  life  flashed  before  him,  he 
looked  back  at  the  footprints  in  the  sand.  He  noticed 
that  many  times  along  the  path  of  his  life,  there  was 
only  one  set  of  footprints.  He  also  noticed  that  it 
happened  at  the  very  lowest  and  saddest  times  of  his 
life. 

This  really  bothered  him  and  he  questioned  the  Lord 
about  it.  "Lord,  you  said  that  once  I  decided  to  follow 
you,  you  would  walk  with  me,  all  the  way.  But  I  have 
noticed  that  during  the  most  troublesome  times  in  my 
life,  there  is  only  one  set  of  footprints.  I  don't 
understand  why  when  I  needed  you  most  you  would 
leave  me.” 

The  Lord  replied,  "My  precious  child,  I  love  you  and  I 
would  never  leave  you.  During  your  times  of  trial  and 
suffering,  when  you  saw  only  one  set  of  footprints,  it 
was  then  that  I  carried  you." 


contributed  by  Mimi  Lipstik 


Thank  you  and  bless  you, 

y  ^  1 
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newspeak 


Summer  could  almost  be  here.  The  day  is  gone  of  wind  turning  leaves.  The  gray  bleeds  back 
into  the  sky.  I  know  the  flowers  will  come  soon  and  something  will  die.  I  love  them  both  so 
much.  Come  see  me  and  bring  me  some  for  old  times  sake.  Some  things  will  never  live.  The 
grass  has  not  been  walked  on  yet  and  laundry  blows  in  the  wind  ever  so  slowly.  Meet  me 
near  the  growing  flowers  on  our  last  goodbye.  The  toast  that  morning  will  have  been  too  dark 
or  too  light.  Maybe  burnt,  but  only  the  crust  will  be  left  anyway. 

The  yellow  school  bus  will  come  over  the  hill  for  the  last  time  and  little  Jeffery  trips 
running  to  catch  it  scraping  his  knee,  lunch  box  will  fall  and  the  thermos  will  crack.  Wash 
machine  will  run  soapy.  Tiny  birds  on  the  roof  across  the  way  carry  pieces  of  straw  while 
the  cats  sit  behind  windows  crying  to  get  them. 

The  day  is  gone  and  another  time  will  come  now.  Yellow  tulips  poke  out  from  under  the 
ground  and  tricycles  are  fun.  Little  Annie  green  jumps  rope  all  day  and  hop  scotch  fades  from 
the  night  breeze.  The  trees  are  quiet  now  and  the  crickets  will  sing  while  the  ice  cream  truck 
makes  it's  way  down  the  street.  Strawberry,  chocolate,  strawberry,  fudgesicle.  I  want  I 
want  I  need  five  cents.  Oh  our  street  is  so  beautiful  and  the  stars  rest  above  our  house. 
Buddy  the  neighborhood  dog  loves  all  the  kids  and  all  the  kids  play  with  Buddy. 
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The  Great  Divide 


Let  us  remember  who  we  are  as  the  community  of 
Mass  Art.  What  with  the  interdepartmental  taboo, 
conceptual  misunderstandings,  and  the  struggle  for 
oxygen  in  the  recycled  Tower  air,  there  is  already  too 
much  isolation  among  us. 

Now  there  is  a  group  who  isolate  themselves,  through 
their  art,  in  yet  another  way.  No  male  artwork, 
rather,  no  artwork  by  men,  is  to  be  permitted  in  the 
Women's  Center  show.  What  more  separation  do  we 
need? 

Of  course,  I  understand  the  way  women  artists  have 
been  and  are  still  being  excluded  from  exhibitions,  but 
is  alienation  the  solution?  Should  any  curator  have  the 
power  to  require  a  specific  gender?  If  that's  what  is 
happening  out  there  against  our  will,  then  should  it  be 
happening  here? 

I  would  think  the  reason  these  women  are  angered  by 
the  collective  artworld  would  be  because  there  is 
separation  through  selection.  If  we  want  to  be  equal, 
then  we  should  exhibit  side  by  side.  There  is  a 
difference  between  she  and  he  art  but  only  if  it  is 
separated  into  she  and  he  shows. 

We  haven't  exhibited  together  too  often  in  the  past,  but 
we  should  support  the  present  change.  As  student 
artists,  we  will  be  determining  the  future  of  our 
presentations  and  it  shouldn't  start  with  the 
punishment  of  exclusion.  Can  our  male  peers  be  held 
responsible  for  their  ancestors'  injustices? 

I  ask  many  questions  here  because  I  do  not  think  I  have 
the  right  to  make  the  Women’s  Center's  decisions  of 
curation  for  them.  But  I  do  ask  them  to  consider  my 
opinion  as  a  women  who  doesn't  believe  that  there 
should  be  more  systems  of  separation  in  a  world  so 
subdivided  as  ours. 

I  will  not  protest  if  you  entitle  the  next  she-show  as 
"Art  exclusively  by  and  for  women  only."  Then  all  will 
know  its  parochiality  ahead  of  time. 

CANDACE  HOLMAN 


Creating  Statistics 


Every  year  the  Women's  Center  has  a  show,  and  every 
year  the  same  debate  comes  up:  WHY  DO  THEY  ONLY 
SHOW  WOMEN'S  WORK?  Students  all  over  the  school, 
women  as  well  as  men,  become  deeply  offended  by 
what  they  term  as  exclusiveness,  or  reverse 
discrimination. 

Every  year  with  disbelief  I  face  this  issue.  I  ask 
myself:  Why  didn't  this  debate  come  up  when  the 
international  students  had  a  show?  Would  they  expect 
to  see  the  work  of  born  and  bred  Bostonians  in  this 
show?  Why  didn't  this  debate  come  up  when  they  had 
the  Gala  show?  Would  they  expect  to  have  the  work  of 
straight  or  homophobic  artists  in  this  show?  Would 
they  expect  a  museum  of  Afro  American  artists  or 
Native  American  artists  to  show  the  work  of  white 
artists? 

The  only  explanation  I  have  for  this  is  that  many  people 
can  accept  the  reality  that  these  other  groups  are 
discriminated  against.  They  see  the  need  for  these 
groups  to  create  a  vehicle  that  enables  them  to  show 
work  that  would  otherwise  not  be  shown.  Many  people 
cannot,  however,  accept  the  reality  (and  I  stress  the 
word  reality)  that  women  artists  are  discriminated 
against. 

I  suggest  to  these  people  that  they  take  out  any  one  of 
their  art  history  text  books  and  compare  how  many 
women  artists  are  in  it  in  relation  to  men  artists. 

I  suggest  they  get  a  list  of  the  names  of  artists  shown 
in  major  exhibits  across  the  country  this  year  and 
count  the  number  of  women's  names  included  in  relation 
to  men's. 

I  realize  several  men  who  would  like  to  have  submitted 
pieces  to  the  show  as  a  sign  of  support  for  the  Women's 
Center  were  insulted  by  being  turned  away.  The 
support  is  appreciated  but  it  can  be  shown  in  more 
constructive  ways  than  by  hanging  the  work  of  men  in 
a  women's  art  exhibit.  These  men  can  show  their 
support  by  refusing  to  enter  work  in  exhibits  that 
discriminate  against  women.  Or  by  attending  the 
Women's  Center  show  opening.  Or  by  refusing  to 
participate  in  any  form  of  oppression. 

PATZUDECK 


ATLT  AT  A  GLANCE 


BLIJTH  HAZEN  -  THESIS  SHOW 
THonPSON  GALLERy 


X  t? 


1. 


2. 


& 


3. 


Ton  EVANS  -  THESIS  8HOW 
THOMPSON  GALLERy 


i 


/s  i  om  oe 

GASOLINE 


1. 


4. 


5. 


TREE  SHOW 

NORTH  HALL  GALLERy 


X 


1. 


2. 


3. 


WM.  WEGMAN  &  SR.  SHOW 
NORTH  HALL  GALLERy 

X  p 


1.  2.  3. 

SARAH  SLATER 
STUDENT  GALLERy 


OGI  OE 
CASOUNE 


4. 


J 


A 


BRAINSTORMS 
SPACE  46 
EVENTWORJCS 


STEPHANIE  WOLFLXNJC 


i  ^  f 


ii 


i. 


3. 


OUT  OE 
CASCI  INE 


4. 


5. 


EL  PRTMERO  DE  MAyO 
LONGWOOD  THEATER 
EVENTWORJCS 


om  of 

GASOLINE 


1.  2.  3. 

SUBTERRANEAN  VIDEO 
PALACE  ROAD  THEATER 
EVENTWORJCS 


X 


1. 


om  of 

GASOLINE 


4. 


5. 


30E  MASIELLO'S  COFFEE  &  SNACK 
INSTALLATION 
SECURXTy  OFFICE 


i 

1.  2.  3. 


4. 


1. 


2. 


4. 


5. 


GROSS  NATIONAL  PRODUCT 
LONGWOOD  302 
EVENTWORJCS 


om  oe 
gasoline 


1. 


PRO  CONTRA  -  RAy  LANGENBACH 
SPACE  48 

EVENTWORJCS  t 


1. 


2. 


3. 


WALTER  COMPTON 
TOWER  BUILDING 


#  « 


1.  2. 


4. 


]OE  MASIELLO'S  POLICE  LINE 

INSTALLATION 

TOWER  GROUNDS 

J  [jj 


REVIEWERS: 

1.  BOB  SCHMITZ 

2.  BILL  STORZ 

3.  PETE  SMITH 

4.  TOM  RHOADS 

5.  MXM1  LXPSTUC 


#CBT3P 

amtm  ukm  nn 
arm  maca  or  ima 


Letter  to  a  Friend 

about  the  Dangers  of  Homophobia 

(fear  of  homosexuals  or  homosexuality) 


Dear  Friend: 

A  couple  of  years  ago  you  started  writing  "Mr.  Gay  ” 
graffiti  in  the  men's  rooms  of  the  Longwood  building. 
"Mr.  Gay  Lives"  wasn't  very  harmful  and  couldn't 
really  be  interpreted  as  derogatory  but  what  you  ^ 
initiated  by  writing  on  a  men's  room  wall  has  developed 
into  almost  two  years  of  unbelievably  shameful  and 
extremely  harmful  verbal  Gay  Bashing.  "Mr.  Gay 
Lives"  to  "Mr.  Gay  wants  you"  and  then  to  horribly 
unnecessary  lines  like  "Mr.  Gay  has  AIDS"  and  worse 
homophobic  and  uninformed  statements  have  found 
their  way  to  the  men’s  room  walls  at  Longwood  and 
other  areas  of  the  campus.  Not  only  has  an  entire  group 
been  attacked  but  individuals  have  been  specifically 
referenced.  Some  of  these  obnoxious  statements  have 
been  extremely  violent.  I  realize  you  are  not 
responsible  for  all  of  this,  but  you  started  it  and  have 
continued  to  be  involved  with  this  destructive  form  of 
communication.  I  fail  to  understand  how  this  type  of 
oppression  can  exist  and  be  perpetuated  in  an 
enviroment  where  tolerance,  understanding,  and  a 
committment  to  work  against  such  oppression  should 
naturally  exist.  I  would  like  to  point  out  that  although 
you  probably  think  you  have  remained  anonymous  in 
your  actions,  and  such  anonimity  is  extremely 
cowardly,  it  is  ironic  how  one's  handwriting  strongly 
acts  as  an  actual  signature  and  means  of  identification. 

I  implore  you  to  discontinue  this  useless  hostility  and 
work  together  with  all  people  to  insure  that  oppression 
and  inequality  do  not  exist  anywhere,  in  any  form. 
Homophobia  is  oppression  and  tries  to  create 
inequality,  and  for  equality  to  exist  for  one  it  must 
exist  for  all. 


Your  friend, 

FREDRIC  R.  GORMAN 
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The  Etiquette  of  Loudness 


The  following  section  of  the  newspaper  is  dedicated  to 
some  crucial  issues  brought  up  by  a  rape  that  occurred 
on  the  Mass  Art  campus  nearly  one  month  ago.  One  of 
the  problems  involved  in  rape  is  the  difficulty  of  the 
victim  to  feel  free  and  safe  to  talk  about  the  crime,  and 
so  often,  as  in  this  case,  the  community  remains 
unaware  of  the  danger  while  the  person  involved 
struggles  to  recover.  The  first  article  is  the  official 
(and  inaccurate)  notice  issued  by  Security,  when  Joe 
Masiello  was  finally  given  the  okay  to  make  an 
announcement.  News  was  already  circulating  at  this 
point;  it  had  unavoidably  lapsed  into  rumour,  as  news 
does  when  official  support  is  lacking  or  unreliable. 

Following  Joe's  report  are  some  reactions  from 
different  members  of  the  Mass  Art  community.  It  is 
my  personal  feeling  that  not  enough  can  be  said  on  this 
issue.  There  is,  historically,  a  marked  lack  of  support 
for  rape  victims,  and  although  American  society  has 
recently  taken  steps  toward  dispelling  the  archaic 
myths  surrounding  rape,  there  is  still  a  lurking 
Victorian  attitude  that  "these  things  should  not  be 
discussed." 

Wrong.  All  things  should  be  discussed.  This  is  how  we 
learn  and  grow.  Consider,  for  an  insidious  moment,  the 
gain  made  by  those  who  support  the  notion  that  women 
should  remain  silent  about  "certain  issues"  (issues 
such  as  rape,  the  frequent  beatings  that  women  take, 
the  constant  brutality  inflicted  on  prostitutes).  I  have  a 
personal  story  to  relate  about  how  silence  sometimes 
operates. 

A  few  years  ago  I  was  attacked  by  a  man  who  weighed 
at  least  250  pounds  and  was  extremely  muscular.  He 
was  also  legally  blind  and  retarded.  He  was  a  regular 
customer  in  a  store  where  I  was  working,  and  because 
of  this  I  knew  his  weak  points  and  was  able  to  escape 
relatively  unharmed.  I  kept  silent.  Along  with  feeling 
that  this  person's  life  was  difficult  enough  without 
facing  a  grossly  unjust  penal  system  for  an  attack  that 
was,  after  all,  aborted,  I  was  also  a  victim  of  the 
complexly  distorted  twists  that  society  and  the  law 
inflict  upon  a  woman  (or  man)  who's  been  sexually 
assaulted. 

One  month  later,  a  few  days  before  Christmas,  I  saw 
him  on  the  news.  He  had  murdered  his  nurse,  a  former 
«  Mass  Art  student. 

I  can  never  change  the  flow  of  time  to  reverse  my 
decision  of  silence.  Hopefully,  though,  I  can  pass  on  a 
powerful  reason  to  break  that  silence,  and  here  I  am 
talking  about  everyone's  silence.  I  strongly  support 
and  can  understand  a  person's  desire  for  privacy,  and  I 
support  Mass  Art's  respect  for  that  privacy,  but  I  still 
feel  that  some  sort  of  serious  warning  could  have  gone 
out  without  violating  the  person's  identity.  Crime  is 
literally  an  every-minute  occurence  and  no  one  can  or 
should  be  perpetually  on  guard,  but  people  do  behave 
differently  when  they  know  their  own  community  has 
been  affected.  And  although  the  conditions  still  exist 
for  wanting  to  conceal  one's  identity,  these  conditions 
can  be  changed  by  a  change  in  our  own  attitudes. 

I  strongly  urge  Mass  Art,  ALL  of  Mass  Art,  to  adopt  a 
strong  policy  of  immediately  informing  our  community 
in  a  reliable  and  highly  visible  way  when  a  crime  has 
occurred.  I  also  urge  the  administration  in  particular  to 
take  a  strong  stand  on  supporting  the  delicate  ground 
that  a  victim  walks  and  to  be  clear  in  their  dedication 
to  positive  action  and  change.  In  this  way  we  can  better 
take  care  of  ourselves  and  each  other. 

GAIL  WIGHT 

Editor 


The  Official  Word 


To  •  All  Members  of  the  College  Community 
From  •  Joseph  Masiello,  Director 

Office  of  •  Public  Safety  Department 

Date  «  May  lf  1987 

Subject  .  Longwood  Parking  Lot 


/dh 


Recently  a  Mass  Art  student  was  assaulted  behind  the 
Longwood  Building  while  walking  toward  Longwood  Avenue. 


The  student  described  the  suspect  as  a  white  male, 
approximately  6'0"  tall,  200  pounds,  between  27  -  35 
years  of  age  and  wearing  blue  jeans  and  a  white  tee 
shirt.  The  suspect  demanded  money  and  a  weapon  was 
shown  to  the  student. 


As  this  attempted  robbery  and  assault  occurred  at 
approximately  6:00  p.m.,  I  am  taking  this  opportunity  to 
urge  each  community  member  to  be  extremely  aware  of  any 
unknown  individual  who  may  be  acting  in  a  suspicious 
manner  and  to  notify  same  the  Security  Department 
immediately  at  extension  500. 


Also,  as  a  reminder,  please  take  a  moment  when  leaving 
the  College  to  check  "over  your  shoulder".  Use  the 
College's  Escort  Service  if  you  find  that  there  is  not  a 
"buddy"  to  walk  with.  The  College's  Escort  Service  is 
available  from  5:30  p.m.  until  7:00  a.m.,  seven  days  a 


Personal  Investments 


I  suppose  the  most  perfect  of  any  situation  is  in  a  book 
by  Plato.  Like  our  parents  and  ourselves,  I  am  sure 
that  he  knew  there  was  no  perfect  way  of  implementing 
the  perfect  way  of  growing  up  and  facing  the  evils  that 
surround  us.  I  have  gone  through  life  relatively 
unscathed,  but  a  person  I  know  was  recently  forced  to 
face  a  reality  that  someone  like  myself  can  only 
imagine-  and  before  this  unfortunate  incident  -she 
could  only  imagine. 

It  is  too  easy  to  label  human  beings  and  the  things  they 
do  to  one  another.  It  is  because  of  this  we  (my  friend 
and  I)  decided  to  dispense  with  four  letter  words.  And 
we  decided  it  was  too  easy  to  place  blame  on  the 
Security  Department  and  the  Administration.  Let  us  not 
be  angry  at  the  forces  we  cannot  control.  Let  us  take 
our  negative  energy  and  apply  it  in  a  positive  manner. 
It  is  time  for  every  member  of  the  MASS  ART 
COMMUNITY  to  take  responsibility  to  help  their  fellow 
colleagues  and  friends.  Even  with  additional  security 
guards  and  better  lit  grounds,  someone  can  still  get 
hurt. 

We  are  supposed  to  be  learning  something  about  "ART". 
There  is  more  to  it  than  paint,  clay,  ink,  film,  words, 
etc.  It  is  more  about  a  lifestyle  one  chooses.  It  is  about 
understanding  and  caring.  These  are  the  things  my 
friend  and  I  discussed  and  we  decided  it  was  time 
departmental  walls  were  torn  down  to  form  a  unified 
school  community-  a  community  with  members 
concerned  with  helping  each  other. 

Remember,  the  best  security  system  in  the  world  is 
worthless  if  people  don't  care-  if  they  don't  have  that 
personal  investment. 

NANCY  GILL 

May  1,  1987 


The  Cosmetic 
Meta-structure 


The  not-so-recent  attack  at  Longwood  could  be  viewed 
as  an  illustration  of  a  mechanism  that  is  ill  and 
misappropriated.  Security  is  not  here  for  our 
protection  and  safety,  but  rather  protection  for  the 
school  against  liability.  A  parallel  could  be  drawn  with 
the  food  service,  which  is  there  not  for  our  health  and 
enjoyment,  but  for  the  vendor  to  make  a  profit,  as  is 
the  parking  lot  and  bookstore. 

The  Director  of  Security  seems  to  have  been  very 
careful  about  the  privacy  and  rights  of  the  person 
involved,  and  to  seeing  that  it  doesn't  happen  again,  but 
he’s  swimming  against  a  beaurocratic  tide.  The 
priorities  of  the  administration  are  askew.  The 
President  should  make  a  statement,  as  Joe  Massiello 
did  in  a  poorly  publicized  gathering  in  the  Longwood 
Theater,  to  address  the  issue  and  what  is  being  done.  In 
the  atmosphere  of  non-information,  rumors  and 
paranoia  have  filled  the  vacuum.  As  soon  as  people  in 
Longwood  heard  about  the  attack,  signs  went  up  all 
over  to  warn  others  to  watch  out  for  each  other.  We 
realize  that  we  as  a  community  are  our  best  security.  I 
feel  it  was  wrong  of  the  administration  to  wait  three 
weeks  to  let  us  know. 

The  core  of  the  problem  is  our  relationship  with  the 
administration  that  prioritizes  cosmetic  changes  and 
litigious-minded  politicking  over  day-to-day  needs  of 
students.  The  ramifications  of  this  overall  attitude  and 
policy  range  from  the  facilities  car  being  tied  up  for 
State  House  luncheons  when  we  have  no  other 
transportation  to  move  equipment,  to  the  guards  not 
having  keys  or  a  clue  as  to  what's  going  on  in  the 
building,  to  the  11th  floor  being  carpeted  when  we 
can't  even  get  our  floors  cleaned. 

It  is  important  for  our  meta-structure  as  a  state 
school  to  function,  but  our  needs  are  important  too.  I 
have  been  denied  or  delayed  for  over  half  an  hour  for 
an  escort  late  at  night.  A  fire  alarm  rang  through  an 
entire  Eventworks  concert  because  the  guard  didn't 
have  the  key  to  shut  it  off.  I  submitted  work  orders  for 
delapidated  places,  and  the  painters  went  nuts  and 
painted  the  whole  Longwood  building,  while  more 
important  security  changes  were  ignored. 

With  so  much  changing  in  the  next  year  and  beyond,  we 
have  an  opportunity  to  change  the  quality  of  life  by 
being  involved  in  decisions  that  affect  us.  We  must 
have  an  administration  that  is  responsive  to  students' 
safety,  ideas,  and  needs. 

KATIE  REDMOND 


westworld 


The  Myths 


To  figure  out  the  best  response  to  a  sexual  assault,  Du 
Pont  has  done  extensive  research  into  the  motives  and 
pattern  of  such  assaults.  The  following  are  some  of  its 
findings,  as  culled  from  government  statistics, 
criminal  records,  psychologists'  research,  victims' 
reports,  and  other  sources. 

MYTH:  Trying  to  fight  off  an  assailant  provokes  him 
to  further  violence,  so  it  is  better  to  submit. 
FINDINGS:  More  than  half  of  the  victims  who  fight 
back  escape.  Assailants  are  looking  for  a  victim  who 
will  submit  easily.  The  attacker  often  will  give  up  if 
the  victim  yells  and  forcefully  resists. 

MYTH:  Most  rapists  carry  weapons  and  often  kill  the 
victim. 

FINDINGS:  Some  30  percent  of  assailants  carry 
weapons  and  use  them  to  force  the  victim  to  submit. 
Less  than  2  percent  of  reported  rapes  end  in  murder. 

MYTH:  Women  "ask  for  rape"  by  their  clothing, 
behavior,  or  activity. 

FINDINGS:  Three-fourths  of  rapes  are  planned,  not 
spur-of-the-moment.  Rapists  do  not  choose  victims  on 
the  basis  of  attractiveness,  but  on  accessibility  and 
vulnerability.  The  assailant  often  chooses  his  victim 
after  “testing"  her  -  asking  questions,  walking  close  to 
her,  etc.  If  a  woman  reacts  assertively,  cutting  off  the 
conversation  or  walking  away  decisively,  the  attacker 
is  less  likely  to  choose  that  person  as  a  victim. 

MYTH:  Most  rapes  are  interracial. 

FINDINGS:  Only  10  percent  of  reported  rapes  are 
interracial.  Most  often,  assailants  attack  women  who 
are  of  their  own  racial,  ethnic,  and  class  background. 

MYTH:  The  rapist  is  almost  always  a  stranger. 
FINDINGS:  According  to  Justice  Department  surveys, 
one-third  of  the  victims  knew  their  assailants. 

MYTH:  Most  rapes  occur  after  dark  and  in  large 
cities. 

FINDINGS:  Studies  show  that  up  to  50  percent  of 
rapes  occur  in  and  around  the  victim's  home  and  at  all 
hours  of  the  day. 

-  B.  B. 

thanks  to  SARAH  SLATER 


On  An  Edge 


Capitalism  engenders  a  social  structure  consisting  of 
"the  haves"  and  "the  have-nots".  One  would  venture  to 
think  that  the  have-nots  are  more  frustrated  than  the 
haves  (at  least  in  the  fiscal  realm),  and  often 
frustration  generates  aggression  and  subsequent 
violence,  and  before  you  know  it,  you  are  at  Mass  Art 
and  yet  another  person  has  been  ripped  off  . ..Mass  Art 
is  adjacent  to  the  Mission  Hill  projects;  we  know  this 
is  a  pretty  funky  neighborhood,  but  do  the  staff, 
faculty,  and  students  at  Mass  Art  realize  the  gravity 
of  the  problems  of  crime  around  here? 

The  situation  at  Mass  Art,  in  reality,  is  bleak.  Don't  let 
the  coffee  and  cookies  at  the  Security  Office  fool  you. 
Incessant  disorder  "on  the  outside"  seems  to  be  getting 
worse  as  the  90s  approach.  The  standards  of  security, 
as  well  as  our  awareness  of  crime  and  how  to  deal  with 
it,  must  be  improved  in  order  for  Mass  Art  to  be  a 
suitable  environment  to  study  and  create  in. 

Nearly  everyone  I  know  at  Mass  Art  has  been  ripped 
off.  We  must  be  regarded  as  "easy  marks"  because 
thieves  are  always  coming  back  for  more.  Suze 
Kirwan,  a  junior  in  the  Printmaking  Department,  has 
been  a  victim  of  theft  four  times  this  semester.  Her 
wallet  was  stolen  twice  from  her  studio.  Her  car  was 
broken  into  right  outside  the  Tower  building  on  Tetlow 
Street.  The  first  time  a  camera,  a  stereo  equalizer, 
and  $200  were  stolen  from  the  car.  The  same  car,  in 
the  same  location,  was  broken  into  a  week  later,  and 
the  stereo  speakers  were  stolen.  All  incidents  were 
reported  to  Security;  the  second  "car  invasion"  was 
reported  to  Bill  O'Neil,  who  said  he  was  unaware  that 
the  problem  of  theft  was  as  bad  as  it  is. 

My  car  was  broken  into;  the  next  week  it  was  stolen; 
yesterday  a  brick  was  thrown  through  the  window  of 
my  rental  car.  Today  a  Security  guard  told  me  of  a 
window  that  was  smashed  in  a  car  parked  right  outside 
the  school,  and  the  car  stereo  was  stolen.  Innumerable 
accounts  of  theft  could  be  particularized,  which  would 
be  a  redundant  mode  to  emphasize  the  point  that  there 
is  no  place  in  the  school  that  is  safe  from  theft. 

The  fear  of  property  violation  is  monotonous  and 
draining  to  deal  with  on  a  daily  basis;  tantamount  in 
negativity  is  the  constant  threat  of  personal 
transgression.  Three  weeks  ago  a  woman  was  raped  by 
the  back  entrance  of  the  Longwood  Building  around  5:00 
in  the  evening.  Assault  and  rape  occur  in  the  immediate 
Mass  Art  environment  and  noone  is  ever  told  about  it. 

A  serious  problem  exists;  what  is  there  to  do  about  it? 
Obviously,  there  is  a  need  for  efficient  security;  the 
notion  that  security  is  competent  is  purely  mythical. 
Studios,  classrooms,  offices,  hallways,  parking  lots 
(etc.  etc.  etc.)  need  to  be  properly  attended  to.  Why 
don't  we  have  adequate  security?  More  than  likely,  it 
has  something  to  do  with  inadequate  funding.  Maybe 
those  in  power  ought  to  revaluate  their  priorities. 

In  addition  to  being  provided  with  appropriate  security, 
the  students  should  be  made  aware  of  the  dangerous 
realities  around  this  place.  In  this  way,  students  can 
take  positive  steps  to  look  after  themselves.  If  the 
institution  cannot  provide  appropriate  security,  at 
least  make  it  possible  for  the  people  who  are  a  part  of 
that  institution  to  provide  security  for  themselves. 
Students  cannot  protect  themselves  against  violation  if 
they  are  unaware  of  what's  going  on. 

With  the  security  system  at  its  present  level  of 
competency,  students  have  to  be  responsible  for 
themselves  and,  hopefully,  helpful  to  other  students. 
Be  aware  of  the  dangers  and  communicate  with  other 
students.  Take  precautions  to  protect  yourself. 
Complain  often;  perhaps  we  will  eventually  get  better 
security. 

This  oppressive  environment  of  paranoia  and  violence 
is  debatably  not  the  best  place  for  the  sensitivity  and 
clarity  needed  to  feel  and  produce  one's  own  artwork. 
An  edge  is  cool,  I'd  rather  be  here  than  in  Vermont,  but 
this  is  too  extreme. 

THERESA  DELLAMORA 

May  3,  1987 


Self  Defense 


The  recent  attention  to  security  at  Mass  Art  and  of 
women's  vulnerability  to  violence  both  on  and  off 
campus  has  brought  demands  for  more  security,  better 
alarms,  self  defense  courses,  and  explanations.  We  all 
feel  vulnerable  when  violence  comes  so  close  to  home. 

While  this  institution  looks  at  its  armour  or  cracks  in 
it,  I  am  concerned  with  what  we  as  women  can  do  to 
empower  ourselves  and  lessen  harmful  odds.  We  owe  it 
to  ourselves  to  cut  through  the  anxiety  that  makes  u? 
want  to  look  outside  ourselves  for  protection. 

If  bad  things  happen  to  nice  people,  unsolicited  and 
cruel  things  from  out  of  the  blue,  then  how  does  one 
protect  oneself  -  at  10  p.m.  or  10  a  m  ?  One  cannot  be 
totally  defended  and  still  be  human  and  effective.  The 
reality  is  that  no  amount  of  armour  or  armaments  can 
keep  us  safe  from  all  harm. 

A  self  defense  course  can  be  helpful.  For  several  hours 
we  put  ourselves  in  a  room  and  force  ourselves  to 
confront  our  vulnerabilities  and  strengths.  However,  I 
wonder  if  this  is  not  like  infrequent  church  attendance 
where  we  may  focus  briefly  on  the  spiritual  but  return 
to  business  as  usual  on  Monday. 

I  would  suggest  that  self  defense  really  begins  at  home,  I 
internally,  with  knowing  oneself,  becoming  familiar 
with  one’s  limitations  and  knowing  one's  style.  I  am 
5'3"  and  know  from  experience  that  I  freeze  solid  when 
fearful  for  my  physical  safety  and  my  adrenaline  S 
surges.  I  am  not  particularly  proud  of  this  response,  I 
but  it's  what  I  have  to  work  with.  It's  important 
information.  Knowing  this,  I  have  come  to  take  as  many 
precautions  as  I  can  think  of,  and  that  involves  not  only 
locking  doors  and  asking  for  escorts,  but  working  on 
myself.  A  self  defense  course  in  the  past  has  helped  to 
broaden  my  repertoire  of  responses,  but  self  defense 
really  requires  far  harder  and  more  sustained  work 
than  any  course  can  provide.  I  am  also  working  daily  on 
me,  against  my  socialization  of  niceness. 

How  often  we  smile  when  uneasy,  attempt  to  smooth 
out  situations  when  alarmed,  say  "yes"  when  we  want 
to  say  "no",  apologize  when  uncomfortable,  suffer 
embarrassment  and  guilt  when  angry.  When  we 
indiscriminately  filter  our  discomfort  through 
niceness,  when  we  talk  ourselves  out  of  the  fear, 
uneasiness  or  anger  that  suddenly  flows  from 
somewhere  in  our  centers,  we  disarm  the  most 
valuable  innate  warning  and  security  system. 

If  we  acknowledge  those  feelings  and  practice  acting  on 
them  without  embarrassment,  we  make  ourselves 
safer  in  the  world.  When  we  request  an  escort  to  the  T, 
acknowledge  or  confront  someone  standing  too  close, 
and  refuse  to  be  embarrassed  when  expressing  alarm, 
we  are  respecting  and  owning  our  own  power  and 
asserting  our  right  to  well  being. 

Assertiveness  involves  defining  and  defending  one's 
right  to  one's  own  space,  both  physical  and 
psychological,  without  apology  or  embarrassment. 
(Aggressiveness,  on  the  other  hand,  transgresses 
someone  else’s  space  -  a  very  real  difference.) 
Assertiveness  requires  practice.  It  does  not  come 
easily.  It  does  not  mean  "never  having  to  say  you're 
sorry"  or  an  end  to  civility  and  thoughtfulness.  It  does 
mean  appropriate  and  genuine  expressions  of  niceness 
balanced  by  a  range  of  other  responses. 

Bad  things  will  happen  to  nice  people,  even  well 
prepared  and  cautious  people.  Like  wearing  seat  belts  in 
a  car,  trusting  our  innate  senses  and  practicing 
assertiveness  in  our  day  to  day  interactions  with 
friends,  family,  and  strangers  cannot  make  us 
invulnerable  but  can  lower  odds  for  tragedy  and  harm. 
Knowing  and  trusting  ourselves  also  makes  us  more 
complete  and  our  relationships  more  honest  and  full. 

I  will  never  be  6'2",  and  I  have  no  interest  in  pursuing 
a  Black  Belt  in  Karate.  However,  through  practice  I  am 
learning  to  face  and  to  own  my  own  anger  and  fear.  I 
am  pursuing  and  practicing  new  responses  to  awkward 
and  even  dangerous  situations.  I  am  learning  at  5'3"  to 
appreciate  and  respect  my  right  to  appear  foolish  or 
paranoid  or  outspoken  in  the  name  of  both  self  respect 
and  safety. 

BARBARA  DAVIS 

Director  of  Counseling 
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meaningless  schlock 


BOB  FLYNN'S  BASEMENT  ^ 
WORDS  BILL  k 

MUSIC  30B  JONES  EXPIFTNCT 

Bob  Jones'  Expierence  is 
Bob  Shmitz  Vocals, s 
Steve  Wight  gutter 
Bill  Storz  drums 
Sam  Durant  bass 
Neil  Leonard  Horns, Bells 
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Bob  Jones  this  Bud's  for  you, the  little  death  ,vote  for 


George  Bush 


i  crumbled  one  skeptic 
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this  is  us  the  modern  gargoyle 

The  death  experience  1  remember 

with  Laurelee  Deragon  at  the  beach 

we  have  no  hands  no  plans 

we  played. 

we  must  buy  back  our  dexterity 

we  played  chicken 

with  our  power  and  technology 

she  on  my  shoulders 

the  opposable  thumb 

came  down  hard 

that  was  for  us  the  first  tool 

1  thought  1  could  get  up. 

of  this  survival 

1  thought  1  could  get  up 

building  in  walls  of  dialouge 

with  Laurelee  on  my  shoulders. 

so  1  don't  know  whether  1  am 

She  didn't  get  off 

1  was  responsible  for  winning  the  game 

speaking  in  favor  of  the  walls 

1  had  to  keep  her  on 

or  toward  the  criticism 

1  thought  1  could  get  up. 

-making  a  distinction  between  the  models  of  separation- 

1  couldn't. 

how  opaque 

1  couldn't  breathe 

or  transparent 

1  had  had  a  dream  of  being  locked  in  my  closet 

walls  made  for  play 

as  the  water  rose  inside. 

walls  made  for  power 

1  held  my  breath 

which  is  to  be  verified 

But  then,  1  could  breathe  under  the  water. 

or  more  necessary  for  survival 

Good. 

and  what  is  the  nature  of  this 

1  thought  1  could  get  up 

the  death  and  procrastination 

but  finally  threw  her  off 

to  keep  putting  off  the  other  death 

and  gasped  to  the  surface. 

structures  of  power  and  determinacy 
-  or  is  it  survival 

No  one  even  guessed  that  1  had  almost  died. 

BLYTH  HAZEN 

HOLMAN 

last  words 


Late 
after 

NOON.  DUKE  vON  STE1NHAU 
SEN  RETURNS  FROM  HIS  FIRST 
DAY'S  SKI  ING.  HE  HAS  HAO  A  WONDER 
FUL  OAY  BUT  IS  TIRED  SO  DOESN'T  SKI 
DOWN  TO  THE  VALLEY  BUT  RIOES  THE  NEW 
GOTSOHRA  CABLE  AIRWAY,  WHICH  TAKES 
HIM  RIGHT  TO  THE  DOOR  OF  THF  HOTEL  AI.PINA 
ANO  THE  NEWLY  BUILT  GUESTHOUSE 
OUKE  VON  STEINHAUSEN  IS  STAYING  HERE; 

WITH  HIS  WIFE  tGRUEZI,  GRAF  VON 
STEINHAUSEN.  WIE  GEHT  ES  IHNENTi 
ASKS  THE  FRIENDLY  RECEPTIONIST  lAUSGtZEICHNEE  HABEN  SIE  VIELEN  OANK.  ” 

HE  REPLIES  WITH  A  SMILE.  HE  ASKS  IE  THEBE  ARE  ANY  MESSAGES  EOR  HIM  ANO 
THEN  TAKES  HIS  LEAVE  WITH  A  TWINKLE  IN  HIS  EYE.  IT  DOESN'T  TAKE  LONG  TO  GE' 


PATER  NACHMITTAG.  SIR  ARTHUR  KEHRT  VON  SEINEM  ERSTEN  SCHITAG  ZURUCK  ER  1ST  BEGEISTERT 
ABER  MUOE  UNO  FAHRT  OAHER  NICHT  MIT  SEINEN  SCHIERN,  SONOERN  Mil  DER  NEUEN 
GOTSCHNA-BAHN  ZU  TAL.  DIREK1  VOR  DAS  HOTEL  ALPINA  Mil  DEM 
y  NEUERBAUTEN  GASTEHAUS.  HIER  RESIQIERT  SIR  ARTHUR  MIT  SEINER  FRAU  >GOOO 
AFTERNOON;  SIR  ARTHUR.  HOW  ARE  YOU’i  BEGRUSST  IHN  DIE  FREUNDIICHE 
***  RECEPTIONISTS  iNOT  SO  BAD,  THANK  Y0U>  ERWIOERIE  ER  LACHELND  DIES  WAR 
\  WIEDER  SEINE  TYPISCHE  ENGLISCHE  ART,  IMMER  ZU  UNTERTREIBEN,  DENN  ES  GEH1 
.  •'  HERVORRAGEND  ER  FRAGT  NOCH  KURZ.  OB  EINE  NACHRICHT  FUR  IHN  OA  SEI 

UND  VF^LBSCHIEDET  SICH  MIT  EINEM  VERSTECKTEN  AUGENZWINKERN  DURCH 
DEN  KUNSTVOLL  GESTALTETEN  VERBINOUNGSKORRIOOR  1ST  ER 
SCHNELL  IM  GASTEHAUS  KURZ  OENKT  SIR  ARTHUR  NOCH  AN 
SEINEN  NEUEN  ROLLS-ROYCE.  DER  UN1ER  IHM  IN  DER 
TIEFGARAGE  PARK!  SEINE  ERAU  SCHIEN  VOM  LANGLAUEEN 
SCHON  ZURUCK  ZU  SEIN  -  UND  VOM  SHOPPING.  DEN  TASCHEN 
UND  KARTONS  AM  800EN  NACH  ZU  URTEILEN  DAS 
FARB-TV-GERiT  1ST  EINGESCHALTET,  UBER  DIE 
HAUS-VIOEO-ANLAGE  LAUF1  GERAOE 
nJENSEITS  VON  AfRIKA.  -  UNO  SEIN  LIEBLING 
SCHAUT  IM  BETT  FERN,  WIE  IMMER  MIT  TIEF  VER 
SCHLOSSENEN  AUGEN.  AUF  LEISEN  SOHLEN  GEHT  SIR 
ARTHUR  INS  BAOEZIMMER,  LASST  OAS  BADEWASSER 
EIN.  SCHALTET  DIE  DECKENHEIZLAMPE  UND  DEN 
WAND-HAARTROCKNER  AUS  UND  DENKT  DABEI  •TOLLER 
SERVICE.  FUR  MEINE  FRAU  MUSSTE  MAN  ABER  NOCH  EINE  AUTOMA1IK 
ERFINOEN,  BEI  DER  ALLES  AUSGEHT,  WENN  SIE  DAS  BAOEZIMMER  VERLASSli 
APROPOS  AUTOMATIK.  LACHELND  KOMMT  IHM  IN  SINN,  OASS  ER  SICH  AUFGEREGT 
HATTE.  WEIL  KEIN  TOILETTENPAPIER  ZU  FINOEN  WAR.  BIS  IHN  SEINE  FRAU  AUFKLARTE. 

WIE  DIESES  NEUE  WC  (CLOSOMAT) 


FUNKTIONIERE  INZWISCHEN  1ST  DIE 
WANNE  MOLL  .GEMUTL1CH,  BELEBtNO. 
OENKT  ER.  ALS  ER  DIE  WHIRL-ANLAGE 
EINSCHALTEF  ER  LEHN1  SICH  GENUSS 
VOLL  ZURUCK  -  UNO  SCHLAFT  EIN  • 
ID  THE  GUESTHOUSE  VIA  THE  ARCHITECTURALLY  ATTRACTIVE 


CONNECTING  CORRIDOR.  HE  THINKS  BRIEFLY  ABOUT  HIS  NEW  MERCEDES  PARKED  BELOW  HIM  IN  THE  UNDERGROUND  GARAGE.  IT  SEEMS  AS  If  HIS 
WIFE  IS  ALREADY  BACK  FROM  CROSS  COUNTRY  SKI  ING  AND  FROM  HER  SHOPPING  TRIP.  JUDGING  BY  AU  THE  CARRIERS  ANO  BOXES  LYING  AROUND  ON  THE  FLOOR 
THE  COLOUR  TV-SET  IS  SWITCHED  ON  ANO  ON  THE  MOTEL  VIDEO  THERE  IS  THE  FILM  <OUT  OF  AFRICA.  WHICH  HIS  OARLING  WIFE  IS  WATCHING  fROM  THE  BED, 
WITH  HER  EYES  CLOSED  AS  USUAL  ON  TIPTOE  DUKE  VON  STEINHAUSEN  GOES  INTO  THE  BATHROOM,  RUNS  HIMSELF  A  BATH  ANO  TURNS  OFF  THE  HEATER  ANO  THE 
HAIRDRYER,  THINKING  AS  HE  OOES  SO.iTERRIFIC  AMENITIES  BUT  MY  WIFE  NEEDS  SOME  SORT  OF  AUTOMATIC  SYSTEM  WHICH  SWITCHES  ITSELF  OFF  WHEN  SHE 
GOES  OUT  Of  THE  BATHROOMi  WITH  REGARD  TO  AUTOMATIC  GADGETS  HE  HAS  TO  SMILE  AS  HE  REMEMBERS  HOW  IPRITATEO  HE  HAO  GOT  BECAUSE  THERE  WAS 
NO  TOILET  PAPER.  HIS  WIFE  HAD  HAD  TO  EXPLAIN  HOW  THIS  NEW-FANGLED  TOILET  (CLOSOMAT)  WORKED  IN  THE  MEANTIME  THE  BATH  TUB  IS  FULL  .RELAXING 
ANO  REFRESHING..  HE  THINKS  AS  HE  TURNS  ON  THE  JACUZZI.  HE  SINKS  OOWN  INTO  THE  WATER  WITH  THE  GREATEST  PLEASURE  -  ANO  FALLS  ASLEEP  • 

rescued  from  oblivion  by  TOM  GEORGE 
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honey  cakes  I  love  you  eat  pie  honey  cakes  I  love  you 
honey  cake  eat  me.  Beautiful  precious  one  hold  the  pie 
still,  so  still,  I'll  watch  you.  The  roses  honey  cakes  the 
stems.  Scrambled  eggs.  Meet  me  near  the  cloth  line 
honey  cakes  meet  me  near  the  cloth  pin.  Grass  lives 
green.  Flowers  yellow  like  the  sun  sometimes.  Mustard 
may  as  well  be  your  life  cunt  fucker.  Mustard  may  well 
be  your  life.  You  can  smell  the  flowers  cunt  smell 
them.  Apples  are  so  beautiful  too  like  the  sound  of 
something  scraping  against  a  sidewalk.  A  nose  or  a 
face.  Meet  one  in  the  room  honey  cup  cunt.  Want  the 
vase  to  stay  put  love.  Cock  sucker  won't  get  it  either. 
We'll  send  her  another  one  by  then  she'll  be  too  old  to 
remember  my  face  and  blame  everything  on  someone 
else's  aunt  or  my  sister.  Honey  cunt  make  me  a  great 
big  smile  then  a  kiss  honey  cakes.  Stepped  on  an  ant 
today  it  wasn’t  smart.  The  flowers  will  come  and  it 
will  be  green  for  a  cock  then  things  will  start  to  die 
again  and  maybe  you'll  be  here  too  but  I  love  you  all  as 
big  as  the  highest  mountain  and  will  share  with  you  all 
my  flowers  but  won't  go  away.  The  flowers  will  go  and 
then  there  will  be  nothing  honey  cake  nothing  honey 
cup.  Don't  go  in  the  back  yard  there  is  nothing  back 
there  nothing.  Sweet  is  my  face  for  you  here.  Get  out 
of  my  face  cocksucker  out  of  my  face  cock.  Your 
body's  cold  it's  clammy  and  dying  and  sickening  the  last 
of  the  pie  rotted  thanks  to  you.  I  saved  it  for  the  cats 
but  they  didn't  want  it.  Remember  the  clouds  were  so 
puffy  and  the  hotdogs  came  out  just  right.  The 
hamburgers  always  came  out  good  and  looked  good  too 
then  Stephanie  would  always  scrape  her  knee  falling 
down  in  public  causing  an  embarrassment  to  the  family 
cocksucker  you  saw  it  too,  a  disgrace  while  the  dishes 
rot  in  the  sink.  I'm  living  in  pain  watching  the  dishes 
rotting  in  the  sink  and  I'm  the  cunt 
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Don’t  push  my  face  my  elbow  prick  let  go  come  on  stop 
it  let  go.  Now  look  oh  jesus  Stephanie  just  stay  away 
from  him  before  he  kills  you.  He  saved  the  idea  for  a 
long  time  and  he  will.  Look  at  the  grass  and  the  trees 
oh  look  Daddy  see  them  mommy.  Oh  look.  Come  and 
see  me  run.  I  can  run  fast.  I  can  run  faster  than 
Stephanie.  Come  Daddy  and  mommy  come  and  watch 
me  teach  Stephanie  to  kill.  She  loves  me  and  she  will 
listen  and  learn.  See  mommy  see  Daddy.  Now  when  can 
go  in  the  house  to  play.  Stephanie  won't  tell  and  I  won't 
either  -  Look  we  can  peek  through  the  Venetian  blinds 
into  the  yard  and  watch  things  grow  and  sing  songs 
together.  Honey  cup  cunt  we  love  you  too  but  we  can 
set  up  a  tent  in  our  room  and  play  all  day.  Pineapple 
juice  will  spill  all  over  Stephanie's  hair  hiding  under 
the  bed  while  most  everyone  else  is  eating  chicken  in 
the  parlor.  Shitting  all  day  the  ceiling  leaks  and  you  sit 
and  shit  using  up  all  the  fucking  toilet  paper  tromping 
up  and  down  with  your  underwear  you  make  me  lose 
my  appetite  cleaning  your  ears  in  front  of  the 
television  set  in  front  of  the  kids.  I'll  cook  you  a 
hamburger  and  some  french  fries.  We  won't  tell 
anyone  that  we'll  look  at  it  for  a  long  time  before  we 
eat  it  then  suck  your  nose  to  the  sky  and  get  some  air 
before  you  bite.  Your  finger  nails  grind  with  dirt  and 
hair  was  in  my  hamburger  too.  A  real  long  one  but  I 
took  it  out  and  wiped  it  under  the  chair.  The  hamburger 
tasted  just  as  good  anyway  and  maybe  we  could  go  to 
the  amusement  park  later  but  mommy  will  probably  be 
under  the  bed  with  Stephanie  and  we  can  spill  pineapple 
juice  in  her  hair  while  the  television  is  on. 


TOM  RHOADS 


